Flying high from the opposite side of the city, from
the aristocratic Salamanca quarter, came a second
fleet of planes. Heavily-built monoplanes, they tore
through the sky at an amazing pace. I counted seven
squadrons; were these more Fascist reinforcements?
The heavy Junkers and Caprionis flew serenely on.
The protecting Fascist fighters hovered uncertainly,
then with a zooming roar the strange monoplanes tore
into the Fascist squadrons. Before they realized what
was happening three of the Junkers were sprawling to
the ground in flames, a fourth followed. The aveng-
ing planes soared up from their destructive dive, climb-
ing at an incredibly acute angle. The Heynckels and
Marchettis were hopelessly outdistanced.
Hie people had come out from their hiding-places,
great cheers broke out as the monoplanes dived again,
with the Fascist pursuit planes well behind them- A
Caprioni and a Junker collided in mid-air; the forma-
tion was annihilated. The people were wild with excite-
ment; below me I heard a roar: "Viva Russia!" And
for once they were right. Hie Germans and Italians
were flying for their own lines, again and again the
Russians cut through them. The Fascist supremacy in
the air was broken, fourteen German planes were
brought down on December ipth, when the sew Red
air fleet made its debut in Madrid* I remembered
another air-raid and how a small boy had seized a
piece of rubble from the remains of his house and
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